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occurred at night in some parts of town arose
rather from sobbing thankfulness than from
jubilation; and one felt that the people who were
building bonfires in Trafalgar Square, and those
who were hanging over the sides of buses, and
those who were getting tight in bars, were all
the time on the verge of tears.
But the feature of those years of London's
story which remains persistently in the memory
is the nights. One never could take them for
granted as one took the other conditions of war.
As each new and sharp change in our habits
and surroundings arrived, it took London but a
day or two to adjust itself to them. An innova-
tion of Monday was by Saturday a custom.
But the new lighting of London was a recurring
phenomenon. Each evening was a mild shock.
London by day wore an odd face, but it was still
London. This night-London seemed a change-
ling. One wandered about it, knowing that
one was in London, but unable to locate its
features and spirit. All outdoor lamps were
painted blue, and all shop and house lights
thickly screened. All public-houses were shut
at half-past nine, and almost a^ery shop.
Theatres, music-halls and a few restaurants only
were open after ten. Entertainment and dis-
traction of other sorts were held behind closed
doors.